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was locked up. He sent him. a telegram signed 'Tsaldaris'
telling him to fly to Athens. When he landed he took him
prisoner. There would be no battle. The army was with him.
It was the best thing that could happen for Greece." Outside,
the night was dark and cold; a few small tanks patrolled the
streets. From the balcony of the palace machine-guns looked
down. In previous volleys the armoured car had chipped bits
off the masonry along the front of the hotel. All was quiet,
and with the cessation of firing people began to experience the
anti-climax and grow irritable. One wondered why one was
cooped up with the tiresome business man; with the young
Frenchman and his crisp platitudes; with the "clergyman's
daughter" chorus-girl of dubious status, who was explaining
why she would inever have a lady-dog in the house.7 Everyone
separated, secretly hoping for the roar of Condylis7 artillery.
Next morning we were woken by the noise of trams. There
were no guns trained from the palace. Newspapers arrived.
The shops were open, and of the day before nothing remained
but the pool of wet blood by the University, surrounded by
gaping students. At a time when Plastiras was supposed to be
master of the situation, he had surrendered to the eight generals
who commanded the rest of the army for Venizelos under
Zaimis and Tsaldaris.
The dictatorship was over, and had been over since eight
o'clock the night before. Plastiras had seized the government
with only one regiment; his party had repudiated him.
Whether a patriot or a power-grabber, he was ridiculous. He
had wounded thirty-three people, killed one, and cured two
or three discontented pleasure-seekers of a curious stoppage
of the sensibility to which they had fallen victim. They,
while secretly admitthig the futility of the eye-witness, the
meaninglessness and stupidity of all that had happened, knew
also that they had tasted the intoxication and the prestige of
action, and were soon rearranging the events of the day on
a scale, and in an order, more worthy of the emotions which
had been generated by them.
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